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kinds I believe in the whole world, do not sink my spirits. I saunter about this great Imperial City, and view the churches, convents, buildings, and signs thereof, with all the attention and observation of a laborious German traveller; and I conclude the evening as I begin the morning, with political conversations upon the present distracted state of Europe in1 general, and the Germanic Body in particular, with various Counts and Barons of the Sacred Roman Empire. Judge, then, whether any weight can sink me, when these waters buoy me up, with so much lead upon me. One thing that helps me a great deal here, is my extreme indifference as to what any people I meet with, may either think or say of me; whereas I confess, that, in England, my consciousness that, of late, I have not only been dispirited, but almost stupi-fied, and incapable of either attention or imagination, made me uneasy, and unwilling to appear among those whose good opinion, if I ever had, I was unwilling to lose. I had that diffidence and distrust of myself, which never fail to make one appear still worse than one really is. But here, in Germany, I am very near being a lively coxcomb, relying upon the truth of the French proverb, que dans U Royaume des Aveugles un borgne fait figwe. I think of nothing in England, except of those few persons whom I love and value in that corrupt and profligate nation; but as for all political matters, I have banished them from my thoughts, and give myself no concern, whether that slavery, which I see is inevitable, takes place in the year forty-two, three, or four. In this indifference and dissipation of mind, I propose passing four or five months more, if I live so long, and then returning to